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PREFACE. 
' G8 the Occafion of this Poem was Real, not 
/ j Fictitious; fo the Method purfued in it, 
7 was rather impofed, by what fpontane- 
_ oufly arofe in the Author’s Mind, on that Occafion, 
than meditated, or defigned. Which will appear 
very probable from the Nature of it. For it dif- 
fers from the common Mode of Poetry, which is 
from long Narrations to draw fhort Morals. Here, 
on the contrary, the Narrative ts fhort, and the 
Morality arifing from it makes the Bulk of the 
Poem. The Reafon of it is, That the Faéts menti- 
oned did naturally pour thefe moral Reflections on the 
Thought of the Writer. 

IT is evident from the Firft Night, where three 
Deaths are mentioned, that the Plan is not yet com- 
pleated; for two only of thofe three have yet been 
fung. But fince this Fourth Night jisifbes our 
_ principal and important Theme, naturally arifing 
a 2 , from 


fu J 
from all Three, viz. the Subduing our Fear of 
Death, it will be a proper paufing Place for the 
Reader and the Writer too. And it is uncertain, 
whether Providence, or Inchnation, will permit 
him to go any farther. 

I fay, Inclination, for This Thing was entred 
on purely as a Refuge under Uneafine/s, when more 
proper Studies wanted fufficient Reh{b to detain the 
Writer’s Attention to them. And that Reafon 
(thanks be to Heaven) ceafing, the Writer bas no 
farther Occafion, I fhouw’d rather fay Excufe, for 
‘giving in, fo much to the Amufements, amid the 


Duties, of Life. 


NIGHT THE FOURTH. 


THE 


-~Chriftian Triumpen. 


Ld 


_ Much indebted Mufe, O York! intrudes. 
| Amid the Smiles of Fortune, and of Youth, 
Thine Ear is patient of a ferious Song. 

How deep implanted in the Breaft of Man 

The Dread of Death? I fing its fov’reign Cure. 
Way ftart at Death? Where is he? Death arriv’d, 

Is paft; not come, or gone, He’s never bere. 

E’er Hope, Senfation fails; Black-boding Man 

— Receives, not fuffers Death’s tremendous Blow. 

The Knell, the Shroud,the Mattock, and the Grave; 

The deep damp Vault, the Darknefs, and the Worm ; 

Thefe are the Bugbears of a Winter’s Eve, 

The Terrors of the Living, not the Dead. 

Imagination’s Fool, and Error’s Wretch, 

Man makes a Death, which Nature never made ; 

‘Then 


[ 2 ] | 
Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls; 6 
And feels a thoufand Deaths, in fearing one. 
But was Death frightful, what has Age to fear? 
If prudent, Age fhould meet the friendly Foe, 
And fhelter in his hofpitable Gloom. 
I {carce can meet a Monument, but holds 
My Younger; every Date, cries--- ‘ ‘Come away.” 
And what recalls me? look the World around, 
And tell me what: the Wifeft cannot tell. 
_ Should any born of Woman give his Thought . 
Full range, on juft Dz/ike’s unbounded Field ; 
Of Things, the Vanity; of Men, the Flaws; 
Flaws in the Bef; the Many, Flaw all o’er, 
As Leopards {potted, or as ZEthiops, dark ; 
Vivacious Ill; Good dying immature ; 
(How immature, Narciffa’s Marble tells) 
And at its Death bequeathing endlefs Pain ; 
His Heart, tho’ bold, would ficken at the Sight, 
And fpend itfelf in Sighs, for future Scenes. 
But grant to Life (and juft it is to grant 
To lucky Life) fome Perquifites of Joy ; 
A Time there is, when like a thrice-told Tale, 
And that of no great Moment, or Delight, 
Long-rifled Life of Sweet can na aes no more, 


But 
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_. But from our Comment on the Comedy, A,0. 
Pleafing Reflections on Parts well-fuftain’d, 
Or purpos’d Emendations where we fail’d, 
Or Hopes of Plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their Exit, Souls are bid unrobe, 
Tofs Fortune back her Tinfel, and her.-Plume, 
And drop this Mafk of Flefh behind the Scene. _ 

WitTume, thatTime iscome ; my World is dead 5 
A new World rifes, and new Manners reign: | 
Foreign Comedians, a fpruce Band! arrive, 
_ ‘To puth me from the Scene, or hifs me there. —- 
What a pert Race ftarts up? the Strangers gaze, 
And I at them; my Neighbour i is unknown ; 
Nor that the worft; ah me! the dire Effect 
Of loit’ring here, of Death defrauded long; — 
Of old fo gracious, (and let that fuffice) 
My very Mafter knows me not.--- 

SHALL I dare fay, Peculiar is the Fate? 
I’ve been fo long: remember’d, I’m forgot, 
An Object ever preffing dims the Sight, - 
And hides behind its Ardor to be feen:: 
When in his Courtiers Ears I pour my Plaint, 
They drink it, as the Neétar of the Great ; 

a And 


- - 
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And fqueezemy Hand,and beg me come to-morrow; 63 | 


Refufal! canft thou wear a fmoother Form ? 


INDULGE me, nor conceive, I drop my Theme, - 


Who cheapens Life, abates the Fear of Death, 
Twice-told the Period {pent on ftubborn Trey, 
Court-Favour, yet untaken, I befiege ; 
Ambition’s ill-judg’d Effort to be rich. 
Alas!. Ambition makes my Little, lef; 
Imbittering the Poffe(e’d : Why with for more? | 
Wifbing; of all Employments is the wortt ; 
Philofophy’ s Reverfe! and Health’s Decay! 
Was I as plump as ftall’d Theology, 
' Wifbing would watte me to this Shade again, 
Was I as wealthy as a South-Sea Dream, 
Wifhing is an Expedient to be poor. 
Wifbing, that conftant Hectick of a Fool ; 
Caught at a Court, -purg’d off by purer Air, 
And fimpler Diet ; Gifts of rural Life! 
BiesT be that Hand divine, which gently laid 
My Heart at reft, beneath this humble Shed. 
The World’s a ftately Bark, on dangerous Seas, 
With Pleafure feen, but boarded at our Peril : 
Here, ota fingle Plank, thrown fafe afhore, 
I hear the Tumult of the diftant Throng, | 
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As that of Seas remote, or dying Storms; %'7 
And meditate on. Scenes, more filent ftitl ,  & 
Purfiie my Theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 


_ Here, Yike a Shepherd gazing from his Hut, 


Touching his Reed, or leaning on his Staff, 
Eager Ambition’s fiery Chace I fee ; | 
I fee the circling Hunt, of noify Men, | 
Burft Laws Enclofure, leap the Mounds of Right, : 
Purfuing and purfued, each other’s Prey ; 

As Wolves, for Rapine ; as the Fox, for Wiles ; 
Till Death, ‘that mighty Hunter, earths them all. 
Way all this Toil for Triumphs of an Hour ? 
What, tho’ we wade in Wealth, or foar in Fame? | 

Earth’s higheft Station ends in “ Here he lies,” 
And “ Duft to Duit” concludes her nableft Song, he 
If this Song lives, Pofterity thall know | : 
One, tho’ in Britain born, with Courtiers bred, 
Who thought even Gold might come a Day too late; 
Nor on his fubtle Deathbed plan’d his Scheme 
For future Vacancies in Church, or State ; 

Some Avocation deeming it --- to die ; 

Unbit by Rage canine of dying Rich ; 

Guilt’s Blunder! and the loudeft Laugh of Hell. 


meg 
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O MY Coevals ! Remnants of yourfelves! 1/0 
Poor human Ruins, tott’ ‘ring o’er the Grave ! 
Shall we, fhall aged Men, like aged Trees, 
Strike deeper their vile Root, and clofer cling, 
‘Still more enamour’d of this wretched Soil ? 
Shall our pale, wither’d Hands be ftill ftretch’d out,. 
Trembling, at once, with Eagernefs and Age? 
With Avarice, and Convulfions grafping hard? 
Grafping at Air! for what has Earth befide? 
‘Man wants but Little ; nor that Little, long; 
How foon muft he refign his very Duft ; 
Which frugal Nature lent him foran Hour ? . 
Years unexperiene’d rufh on numerous IIs, - 
And foon as Man, expert from Time, has found - 
The Key of Life, it opes the Gates of Death. 

Wuen in this Vale of Years I backward look 
And mifs fuch Numbers, Numbers too of fuch, 
Firmer in Health, . and greener in their Age, 
And ftriéter on their Guard, and fitter far 
To play Life’s fubtle Game, I fcarce believe 
I ftill furvive; and.am I fond of Life, 

Who {carce can think it poffible, I live? 
Alive by Miracle! or, what is next, 
Alive by Mead! If Iam fill alive, 
——- | Who 
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., . Who long have bury’d, what’ gives Life to live, /2L, 
” *"'Firmnefs of Nerve, and Energy of Thought. 
Life’s Lee is not more /hallow, than impure, 
And vapid ; Senfe, and Reafon fhow the Door, 
Call for my Bier, and point me to the Duft. 
O THov great Arbiter of Life and Death! 
Nature’s immortal, immaterial Sun ! 
Whofe all-prolific Beam, late call’d me forth 
From Darknefs, teeming Darknefs, where I lay | 
The Worms inferior, and, in Rank, beneath 
The Duft J tread on, high to bear my Brow, 
To drink the Spirit of the golden Day, 
And triumph in Exiftence ; and could’ft know ~ 
No Motive, but my Blifs; and haft ordain’d — 
A Rife in Bleffing! with the Patriarch’s Joy, 
Thy Call I follow to the Land unknown; ~ 
J truft in thee, and know in whom Itruft; 
Or Life, or Death, is equal; neither weighs, 

All Weight in this ---O let me live to Thee ! 
Tuo’ Nature's Terrors, thus, may be repreft ; 
Still frowns grim Death; guilt points theT yrant’s fpear. . 

And whence all human Guilt? from Death forgot, 
Ah me! too long I fet at nought the Swarm 
Of friendly Warnings, which around me flew, 


Death’s Admonitions, like Shafts upwards fhot, 
More dreadful by Delay, the longer eer 
They ftrike our Hearts, the deeper is their Wound, 
O think how deep, Lorenzo! bere it ftings ; 
Who can appeafe its Anguifh? how it burns? 
What hand the barb’ d,envenom’d,thought can draw ? 
What healing Hand can pour the Balm of Peace? 
And turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb? 
WITH Joy,---with Grief, that healing Hand \ fee, 
Ah!. too confpicuous ! ! It js fix’d on high ! to 
On high !--What means my Frenzy? I blafpheme, 
Alas! how low? how far beneath the Skies ? 
The Skies it form’d; and now it bleeds for me--- 
But bleeds the Balm I want---yet Rill it bleeds ; 
Draw the direSteel---Ah no!--- the dread fulBlefting 
What Heart, or can fuftain? or dares forego? 
T here, hangs all human Hope: That Nail fupports 
Our falling Univerfe; That gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us, and the difmal With 
Creation. had been {mother’d in her Birth--- 
Darknefs His Curtain, and His Bed the Duft ; 
When Stars and Sun are Duft beneath his Throne! | 


In Heaven itfelf can fuch Indulgence dwell ? 


| — 8] 
/ ‘And fmil’d unfmitten : Small my Caufe to file! /o 8 
O what 
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O what a Groan was there? A Groan not His, 1°72, 


He feiz’d our dreadful Right, the Load fuftain’d ; 
And heav’d the Mountain from a guilty World, 
A thoufand Worlds /o bought, were bought too dear. 


Senfations new, in Angels Bofoms rife ; 


Sufpend their Song ; ; and make a Paufe i in Blifs. 

O ror their Song to reach my lofty Theme !- 
Infpire me Night! with all thy tuneful Spheres} - _ 
Much rather Thou ! who doft thofe Spheres infpire P | 
Whilft I with Serapbs thare feraphic Themes, : 
And thow to Men, the Dignityof Man; . 
Left I blafpheme my Subject with my i. 
Shall Pagan Pages glow celeftial Flame, 

And Chriftian, languith ? On our Hearts,not Heads, 
Falls the foul Infamy : My Heart ! awake, 
What can'awake thee, unawak’d by shis, 
“© Expended Deity on human Weal.” 

Feel the great Truths, which burft the tenfold Night 
Of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood | 
Of endlefs Day: To feel, is to be fired ; 

And to believe, Lovenzo ! is to feel. 

Tuot moft indulgent, moft tremendous Power! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous Love ! 
That arms, with Awe more awful ; thy Command; 

And 
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., And foul Tranfgreffion dips in fevenfold Night. 196 
‘How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immenfe? 
In Love immenfe, inviolably Juft! | 
Thou, rather than thy Yu/tice fhou’d be ftain’d, — 
Didft ftain the Crofs; and Work of Wonders, far 
The greateft, that thy Deareft far, might bleed. 

Botp Thought! thall I dare {peak it? or reprefs?_ 
Shou’d Man more execrate, or boaf, the Guilt, 
Which rouz’d fuch Vengeance? which fuch Love inflam’d? 
O’er Guilt, (how mountainous?) with outftretcht 
Stern Supice, and foft-fmiling Leve, embrace,| Arms, 
Supporting, in full Majefty, thy Throne, 
When feem’d its Majefty to need Support, 
Or That, or Man inevitably loft? 
What, but the Fathomlefs of Thought divine, 
Cou’d labour fuch Expedient from Defpair, 
And refcue both? Both refcue! Both exalt! 
O. how are both exalted by the Deed? 
The wond’rous Deed! or thall I call it more? 
A Wonder in Omnipotence itfelf! 
_A Myftery, no lefs to Gods than Men! 

Not, thus; our Infidels th’ Eternal draw, 
A God all o’er, confummate, abfolute, 


Foll-orb’d, in his whole Round of Rays compleat : | 
They 
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They fet at odds Heaven’s jarring Attributes; “220 
And, with one Excellence, another wound ; 

Maim Heaven’ s Perfection, break its equal Beams, 
Bid Mercy triumph over---God himéelf, 

Undeify’ d by their opprobrious Praife': 

A God Ai] Mercy, is a God unjuft. 

Ye brainlefs Wits! ye baptiz’d Infidels! 
Ye worfe for mending! wath’d to fouler Stains! _ 
The Ranfom was paid down; the Fund of Heaven, 
Heaven’s inexhauttible, exhanfted Fund, 
Amazing, and amaz’d, ‘pour’d forth the Price,” 
All Price beyond: Tho’ curious to compute, 
Archangels fail’d to caft the mighty Sum : 

Its Value vaft ungtafpt by Minds Create, 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme, | 

AND was the Ranfom paid? It was: and paid . 
(What can exalt the Bounty more?) for You. .. 
The Sun beheld it---No, .the fhocking Scene . 
Drove back his Chariot , Midnight veil’d his F; ace; 
Not fuch.as This; not fuch as Nature makes; | 
A Midnight, Nature thudder’d to behold ; 

A Midnight new! a dread Eclipfe ( widhions 

Oppofing Spheres) from her Creator’s Frown! 

Sun! -did’ft thou fly thy Maker’s Pain? or ftart 
At 
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At that enormous Load of -human Guilt; [Crog; 2d 
Which bow’d his bleffed Head; o’erwhelm’d his 
Made groan the Center ; burft Earth’s marble Womb, 
With Pangs, ftrange Pangs! deliver’d of her Dead: 
Hell howl’d; and Heav’n that Hour let fall a Tear; 
Heav’n wept, that Men might fmile ! Heav’n bled, 
Might never die! ---- | [that Man 

Anp is Devotion Virtue? ’Tis compell'd 
What Heart of Stone, but glows atT houghts, like Thefe? 
Such Contemplations mount us; and fhou’d mount 
| The Mind full higher; nor ever glance on Man, 
Unraptur’d,uninflam’d.--Where row] my Thoughts. 
To reft from Wonders? Other Wonders rife, 
And ftrike where’r they rowl: My Soul is caught ; 
Heav’n’sfovereign Bleffings cluft’ring from theCrofs, 
Ruth on her, in a Throng, and clofe her round, 
The Prifoner of Amaze! --- In His bleft Life, 
| ‘I fee the Path, and in‘his Death, the Price, 
And in his great Afcent, the Proof Supreme 
Of Immortality. --- And did he rife? 
Hear, O ye Nations! hear it, O ye Dead! 
He rofe! he rofe! he burft the Bars of Death. 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlafting Gates! __ 
And give the King of Glory to come in: | 
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-Who is the King of Glory? He who left 2163 
‘His Throne of Glory, for the Pang of Death: 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlafting Gates ! : 

' And give the King of Glory to come in. 

. Who is the King of Glory? He who flew | 
"The ravenous Foe, that gorg’d all-human Race! 
The King of Glory, He, whofe Glory fill’d 
Heaven with Amazement at-his Love to Man; 
And with Divine Complacency beheld 
Powers moft illumin’d wilder’d in the ‘Theme. - 

_Tu ETheme, the Joy, how then fhall Man faftain? 
Ohthe burftGates! cruth’ dSting! ! demolith’dThrone! 
Laft Gafp! of vanquifh’d Death. Shout Earth and 
This Sum of Good, to Man: Whofe Nature, then, LEleaven! 
Took Wing, and mounted with him from theTomb? 
_..Then, then, I rofe; then firft Humanity a 
‘Triumphant paft the Cryftal Ports of Light, 

(Stupendous Gueft!) and {eiz’d eternal Youth, - 
Seiz’d in our Name. E’er fince, ’tis blafphemous 
To call Man mortal. Man’s Mortality = 
Was,then,transfer’d toDeath ; andHeaven’ sDuration 

Unalienably {eal’d to this frail Frame, 

- This Child of Dutt. - -Man, all-immortal! Hail; 
Cc. Hail, 


On Chriftian Joy’s exulting wing, above 
Th’ Aonian Mount ?----Alas {mall Caufe for Joy! 
What if to Pain, immortal? If Extent 
Of Being, to preclude a Clofe of Woe? 
Where, then, my boaft of Immortality? 
I boaft it ftill, tho’ cover’d o’er with Guilt ; 
For Guilt, not Innocence, His Life He pour’d ; 
~ ?Tis Guilt alone can juftify His Death ; 
Nor that, unlefs His Death can juttify 
Relenting Guilt in Heaven’s indulgent Sight. 
If fick of Folly, Irelent; He writes 
My Name in Heaven, with that inverted Spear 
(A Spear deep-dipt in Blood!) which pierc’dhisSide, 
And open’d there a Font for all Mankind 
Who ftrive, who combat Crimes,.to drink, and live : 
This, only this fubdues the Fear of Death. 
Anp what is T bis?---Survey the wond’ rousCure: 
And at each Step, let higher Wonder rife! 
« Pardon for infinite Offence! and Pardon 
_ © Thro’ Means, that fpeak its Value infinite ! 
‘* A Pardon bought with Blood! with Blood Divine! 
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Hail, Heaven! all-lavith of ftrange Gifts to Man!2q) 
Thine all the Glory; Man’s the boundlefs Blifs. 
WHERE am I rapt by this triumphant Theme, 
With 
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© With Blood Divine of Him, I made my Foe! 315 
"© Perfifted to provoke! tho’ woo’d, and aw’d, | 
“< Bleft, and chaftiz’d, a flagrant Rebel ftill! 

<< A Rebel ’midft the Thunders of his Throne! 

“* Nor I alone! a Rebel Univerfe! 

“* My Species @ in Arms! ‘not One exempt! 

“ Yet for the fouleft of the Foul, He dies. 

“<* Moft joy’d, for the Redeem’d from deepeft Guilt! 
<¢ As if our Race was held of higheft Rank; 

«© And Godhead dearer, as more kind to Man!” 

Bounp every Heart! and every Bofom burn! 
Oh what a Scale of Miracles is here! 

Its loweft Round, high-planted on the Skies ; 

Its tow’ring Sammit loft beyond the Thought 
Of Man, or Angel: Oh that I could climb 

The wonderful Afcent, with equal Praife! 
Praife! flow for ever, (if Aftonifhment 

Will give thee Leave) my Praife! for ever flow ; 
Praife Ardent, Cordial, Conftant, to High Heaven 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific’d ; 

And all her fpicy Mountains, in a flame. 

So dear, fo due to heaven, fhall Praife defcend 
With her foft Plume, (from plaufive Angels wing | 
Firft pluck’d by Man) to tickle mortal Ears, 

Thus 
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Thus diving in the Pockets of the Great? 339 
Is Praife the Perquifite of every Paw, 
Tho’ black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold? 
Oh love of Gold! thou meaneft of Amours! __ 
Shall Praife her Odours wafte, on Virtue’s dead, — 
Embalrn the Bafe, . perfume the Sten®h of Guilt, 
Earn dirty Bread, by wafhing Ethiops fair, 
Removing Filth, or finking it from fight, © 


= en eetlin. on 


A Scavenger in Scenes, where vacant Pofts, 

Like Gibbets yet untenanted, expect | 

Their future Ornaments? From Courts, andThrones 

Return, apoftate Praife! ‘Thou Vagabond! 

Thou Proftitute! to thy firft Love return, — 

Thy firft, thy greateft, once, unrivall’d Theme. 
THERE flow redundant; like Meander flow, 

Back to thy Fountain; to that parent Power, 

‘Who gives theTongue to found, the Thought to foar, 

The Soul to Be. Men hom: age pay to Men, 

Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadful Eye they bow 

In mutual Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, 

Of Guilt to Guilt, and turn their Backs on Thee, 

Great Sire! whom Thrones celeftial ceafelefs fing ; 

To proftrate Angels, an amazing Scene! 

Oh the Prefumption, of Man’s Awe for Man! 

Man’s _ 


\ 


’ For their Creator? fhall I queftion loud 
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Man’s Author! End! Reftorer! Law! and Judge '363 


Thine, All; Day thine,and thine this gloom of Nighf,) 
With all her Wealth, with all her radiant Worlds: . 
What, Night eternal, but a Frown from Thee?» 


- What, Heaven’s meridian Glory, but Thy Smile? 


And fhall not Praife be Thine? not Human Praife? 
While Heaven’s high Hoft on HaWelujabs live? 

Ou may I breathe, no longer, than I breathe 
My Soul in praife to him, who gave my Soul, 
And all her-Infinite of Profpect fair, 

Cut thro’ the Shades of Hell, great Love! by Thee 
Oh moft adorable! moft unador’d! 

Where fhall thatPraife begin, which ne’er fhould end?. 
Where’er I turn, what Claim on all Applaufe? 
How is Night’s fable Mantle labour’d o’er, 

How. richly wrought, with Attributes divine? _ 
What Wi/dom fhines? what Love? This midnight Pomp, 
This gorgeous Arch, with golden Worlds inlay’d ; 
Built with divine Ambition! nought to Thee; 

For Others this Profufion: Thou, apart, 

Above, Beyond! oh tell me, mighty Mind! 
Where art thou? fhall I dive into the Deep? — 
Call to the Sw, or afk the roaring Winds, 


_ 
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The Thunder, if in that th’Almighty dwells? 387 
-Or holds He furious Storms in ftreighten’d Reins, 
And bids fierce Whirlwinds wheel his rapid Carr ? 
WuatT mean thefe Queftions?--trembling I retracts 
My proftrate Soul adores the prefent God ; 
Praife Ia diftant Deity? He tunes 
MyVoice (iftun’d;) the Nerve, that writes, fuftains ; 
Wrap’d in his Being, I refound his Praife : 
But tho’ patts Al] diffus’d, without a Shore, 
His Effence; /ocal is His Throne, (as meet) 
To gather the Difperft (as Standards call 
The Lifted from afar) to fix a Point, 
A central Point, colleétive of his Sons, 
Since finite, ev’ry Nature, but his own. 
Tue namelefs He, whofe Nod is Nature’s Birth ; 
And Nature’s Shield, the Shadow of his Hand ; 
Her Diffolution, his fufpended Smile ; 
The great Firft-Laft! pavilion’d high he fits 
In Darknefs, from exceffive Splendor, born 
By Gods unfeen, unlefs, through Luftre loft. 
His Glory, to created Glory, bright, 
As that, to central Horrors; He looks down 


On All that foars ; and fpans Immenfity. 
TH 
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Tuo’ Night unnumber’d Worlds unfolds to view, 4,10 
Boundlefs Creation! what art thou? a Beam, ~ 
A meer Effluvium of his Majefty : 

And fhall an Atom of this Atem-World, 

Mutter in Duft, and Sin, the Theme of Heaven? 

- Down to the Center fhou’d I fend my Thought, 
Thro’ Beds of glittering Ore, and glowing Gems, 

Their beggar’d Blaze, wants Luftre for my Lay; 

Goes out in Darknefs: If, on tow’ring Wing, — 

I fend it thro’ the boundlefs Vault of Stars ; | 
The Stars, tho’ rich, what Drofs their Gold to Thee, 
Great ! Good ! Wife! Wonderful! Eternal King? 
If to thofe concious Stars thy Throne around, — 
_Praife ever-pouring, and imbibing Blifs, 

_ And ask their Strain ; They want it,more they want ; 
Poor, their Abundance, humble their Sublime, 
Languid their Energy, theit Ardour cold, | 
Indebted ftill, their higheft Rapture burns; 
Short of its Mark, Defetive, tho’ Divine... 

STILL more,--This Theme is Man’s,and Man’salone $ 
Their vaft Appointments-reach it not; They fee 
On Earth a Bounty, not indulg’d:on high; 
And downward look for Heaven’s fuperior Praife! 
Firft-born of ther | high in Fields of Light ! 

a } View 


Y 
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View Man, to fee the Glory of your God! LJ, 
| Cou: d Angels envy, they had envy’d here ; 

And fome did envy ; and the reft, tho’ Gods, © 
Yet ftill Gods wnredeem’d (there triumphs Man, - 
Tempted to weigh the Duft againft the Skies) 


They lefs wou’d feel, tho’ more adorn, my Theme. 


. They fung Creation, (for in that they fhar’d) 
_ How rofe in Melody, the Child of Love? 
Creation’s great Supefiour, ‘Man! is thine ; 
Thine is Redemption ; They juft gave the Key, : 
_ Tis thine to raife, and eternize, the Song ; | 
Tho’ human, yet divine; for fliou’d not this 
Raife Man o’er Man, and kindle Seraphs bere ? 
Redemption ! twas Creation more Sublime ; 

- Redemption ! ’twas the Labour ‘of the Skies ; 
Far more than Labour---It was Death in Heaven. 
A Truth fo ftrange! *twere bold to think it true ; 
If not far bolder ftill, to disbelieve. — 

Here paufe,and ponder: Was there Death in Heaven: ° 
What then onEarth? OnEarth which ftruck theBlow? 
Who ftruck it? Who?---O how is Man enlarg’d 
. Seen thro’ this Medium? How the Pigmy tow’rs? - 

_ How counterpois 'd'his Origin from Duft ? 

How counterpois’d, to Duft his fad Return f 
: _ = | How 
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. How voided his vaft Diftance from the Skies? 45% 
How near he preffes on the Seraph’s Wing PO 
Which. is the Seraph? Which the Born of Clay? 
How This demonftrates, thro’ the thickeft Cloud 
‘Of Guilt, and Clay condenft, the Son of Heaven? 
The double Son ; the Made, and the Re-made; ; 
And fhall Heaven’ s double Property be loft? . 
Man’s double-Madnefs only can deftroy. - 
To Man the bleeding Crofs has pes s all ;. 
The bleeding Crofs has fworn eternal Grace; 
Who gave his Life, what Grace fhall He sath ae p 
O ye! who from this Rock of Ages, leap - 
Difdainful, plunging headlong in the Deep! 
What cordial Joy, what Confolation ftrong, 
Whatever Winds arife, or Billows rowl,. 
Our Intereft in the Mafter of the Storm ?- : 
Cling there, and in wreck’d Nature’s Ruins {mile ; 
While vile Apoftates tremble in a- Calm. | : 
Man ! Know thyfelf ; all Wifdom centers there? : 
To none Man feems ignoble, but to Man ; eee . 
Angels ‘that Grandeur, Men o’erlook, sds $ 
How long fhall Hyman Nature be Their Book, 
Degenerate Mortal! and-unread by Thee ? : 
_ The Beam dim Reafon fheds fhows Wanders There; 
D What 


} 
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i+ What High Contents? Tluftrious Faculties ? LS? 
_ But the grand Comment, which difplays at full 

Our human Height, fearce fever’d from Divine, 

By Heaven compos’d, was publifh’d on the Crofst 
- ‘Wuo looks on that, and fees not in himfelf 

An awful Stranger, a Terreftrial God? 

A glorious Partner with the Deity | 

In that high Attribute, immortal Life ! 

If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a Worm : 4 

I gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting Soul 

Catches ftrange Fire, Eternity! at thee, 

And drops the World---or rather, more enjoys : 

How chang’d the Face of Nature? how improv’d? 

What feem’d a Chaos, fhines a glotious World, 

Or, what a World, an Eden; heighten’d all! 

It is another Scene ! ! another Self ! 

And ftill another, as Time rolls along, . 

And that a Se/f far more illuftrious ftill. 

Beyond long Ages, yet roll’ d up in Shades, 

Unpierc’d by bold Conjecture’s keeneft Ray, 

What Evolutions of furprizing Fate ? a 


How Nature opens, and receives my Soul = - 


In boundlefs Walks of raptur’d Thought? WhereGods 
Encounter, and embrace me! What sew Births 
arn «OF 


| 
7 
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Of ftrange Adventure, foreign tothe Sun, . S06 — 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whate’er éxifts, 
Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot? 

Is this extravagant? of Man we form 
Extravagant Conception ; to be juft : | 
Conception unconfin’d wants Wing toreach him: 
Beyond its‘reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father ! kindled at one Flame 
The World of Rationals; one Spirit pour’d 
From Spirits awful Fountain ; pour’d Himfelf — 
‘Thro’ all their Souls; but not in equal Stream, 
Profufe, or frugal of th’ infpiring God, 
As his wife Plan demanded ; and when paft 
Their various Trials, in their various Spheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, _ 
Reforbs them all into Himfelf again ; 
His Throne their Center, and his Smile their Crawn, 

Wuy doubt we, then, the glorious Truth to fing, 
Tho’ yet unfung, as deem’d perhaps too bald? 
Angels are Men of a fuperiour Kind ; | 
~ Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad, 
High o’er celeftial Mountains wing’d in Flight ; 
And Men are Angels, loaded for an Hour, 
Who wade this miry Vale, and climb with Pain, 
oe | And 
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. And flippery Step, the Bottom of the Steep: 5”3a 


Angels their Failings, Mortals have their Praife ; 
While Here of Corps Etherial, fuch enroll’d, 
And fummon’d to the Glorious Standard foon, 
Which flames eternal Crimfon thro’ the Skies. 
Nor are our Brothers thoughtlefs of their Kin, | 
Yet abfent; but not abfent from their Love. — 
Michael has fought our Battles; Raphael fang 
Our Triumphs; Gabriel on our Errands flown ; 
Sent by the Sovereign: And are thefe, O Man! 
‘Thy Friends,thy warm Allies? and thou (Shame burn 
‘The Cheek to Cynder) Rival to the Brute? 


RELIGION’s All. Defcending from the Skies’ 


To wretched Man, the Goddefs in her Left 


Holds out #s World, and in her Right, the zext; 


Religion! the fole Voucher Man is Man; 
Supporter fole of Man above himéelf 

Even in this Night of Frailty, Change, and Death, 
She gives the Soul a Soul that aétsa God. 
Religion! Providence! an After-State! | 
Here is firm Footing ; here is folid Rock; 
This can fupport us; all is Sea befides, 

Sinks under us; beftorms, and then devours, _ 
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His Hand the good Man faftens on the Skies, 53. 
And bids Earth rowl, nor feels her idle Whirl, 

As when a Wretch, from thick, polluted Air, 
Darknefs, and Stench, and fuffocating Damps, | 
And Dungeon Horrors, by kind F ate, difcharg’d, ; 
Climbs fome fair Eminence, where Ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyfian Profpetts rife, of 
His Heart exults, his Spirits caft their Load, 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the Change ; 

So joys the Soul, when from inglorious Aims, 

And fordid Sweets, from Feculence and Froth 

Of Ties terreftrial, fet at large, fhe mounts, 

To Reafon’s Region, her own Element, | 
Breathes Hopes immortal, and affeéts the Skies, 

~ Rexieron! thou the Soul of Happinefs ; 

And groaning Calvary, of thee! There thine 

The nobleft Truths ; there ftrongeft Motives fting! 

There, facred Violence affaults the Soul ; 

There, nothing but Compulfon is forborn, 

Can Love allure us? or can Terror awe? 

He weeps |----the falling Drop puts out the Sun; . 

He fighs!—~the Sigh Earth’s deepFoundation fhakes, 

If, in his Love, fo terrible, what then 

Fis: Wrath inflam’d? his Tendernefs an Fire? : 

| Like 
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-. Like faft, fmooth Oyl, outblazing other Fires? $2,7 

Can Prayer, can Praife avert it?--Thou, my. 4//! 

My Theme ! my Infpiration! and my Crown ! 

My Strength in Age! my Rife in low Eftate! 

My Soul’s Ambition, Pleafure, Wealth !--my World! 

My Light in Darknefs! and my Life in Death! — 

My Boaft thro’ Time! Blifs thro’ Eternity ! 

Eternity, too fhort to fpeak thy Praife! | 

Or fathom thy Profound of Love to Man ! 

To Man, of Men the meaneft, even to me; 

My Sacrifice! my God !---what things are ‘Thefe ! 
Waar thenartThou? by what Name fhail I call Thee? 

Knew I the Name devout Arch-angels ufe, _ 

Devout Arch-angels fhou’d the Name enjoy, 

By me unrival’d ; ‘Thoufands more fublime, _ 

“None Half fo dear, as that, which tho’ unfpoke, 

Still glows at Heart; O how Omnipotence 

Is loft in Love ? Thou great Philanthropift ! 

Father of Angels! but the Friend of Man! 

Like Yacob, fondeft of the younger born ! 

Thou,who didft fave him, fnatch the {moaking Brand 

Froma out the Flames, and quench it in thy Blood! 


_ How art Thou pleas'd, by Bounty to diftrefs? 


To make us groan beneath our Gratitude, — 
7 Too 
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“Too big for Birth? to favour, and confound? = 35 7/ 
To challenge, and to diftance, all Return? - | 
Of lavith Love ftupendous Heights to foar, 
And leave Praife panting in the diftant Vale? 
Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of Thy Bue; 
And facrilegious our fublimeft Song. 
But fince the naked Wl obtains thy Smile, 
Beneath this Monument of Praife unpaid, 
And future Life fymphonious to my Strain, 
(That nobleft Hymn to Heaven!) for ever lye 
Intomb’d my Fear of Death! and every Fear, - 
The Dread of every Evil, but thy Frown. : 
Wuom fee I yonder, fo demurely {mile ? 
Laughter a Labour, and might break their reft. 
Ye Quietifts, in Homage to the Skies! = 
Sérene! of foft Addre&! who mildly make = 
~ An ‘unobtrufive Tender of your Hearts, 
Abhorring Violence! who bait indeed 
But for the Bleffing, wrefle not with Heaven! - : 
Think you my Song, too turbulent? too warm? : 
Are Paffons, then, the Pagans of the Soul ? 
Reafon alone baptiz’d? alone ordain’d - 
To touch Things facred? Oh for warmer ftill! 
Guilt chills my Zeal, and Age benumbs a Pow’rs ; 
Oh 
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\.? Oh for an humbler Heart, and prouder Song! “4° 
Thou, my much injur’d Theme! with that foft Eye 
Which melted o’er doom’d Salem, deign to look . 
Comfaffion to the Coldnefs of my Breaft ; | 
AndePardon to the Winter in my Strain, 

Ou ye cold-hearted, frozen, Formalifts! 
On fuch 4 Theme, ’tis impious to be cam; 
Paffion is Reafon, Tranfport Temper Lere ; 
Shall Heaven which gave us Ardor, and has fhewn 
Her own for Man fo ftrongly, not difdamt | 
What fmooth Emollients in Theology, 
Recumbent Virtue’s downy Doétors preach, - 
That Profe of Piety, a lukewarm Praife? 
Rife Odours {weet from Incenfe uninflam’d? - 
? Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; 
But when it glows, its Heat is ftruck to Heaven} 
To human Hearts her golden Harps are ftrung ; . 
High Heaven’s Orcheffra chaunts men to Man. 
Hear I, or dream I hear, Their diftant.Strain, 
Sweet to the Soul, and tafting ftrong of Heaven, — 
Soft-wafted on celeftial Pity’s Plume, 
Thro’ the vaft Spaces of the Univerfe, 
To chear me, in this melancholy Gloom? 
Oh when will Death, (now ftinglefs) like a Friend, 
| _ Admit 


ae ? 
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Admit me of their Choir ?‘ Oh when will Dezthi 6/9 
This mould’ting, old, Partition- Wall thrown down, 
Give Beings, one jn Nature, one Abode? _ | 
Oh Death. divine !. that gives, us to the. Skies, 
Great Future! glorious Patron of the Paff, . | 
And Prefent! when fhall I thy Shrine adore? e 
From Nature’ Continent, immenfely wide, — 
Immenfely bleft, this little [/e of Life, 
This dark, incarcerating Colony, oe : 
Divides us. Happy Day ! that breaks our ¢ Chain; 
That manumits ; that calls from ‘Exile home ; : 3 
That leads to Nature’s great Metropolis, 
And re-admits us, thro’ the guardian Hand -_, 
Of Elder. Brothers, to our: Father’s Throne; _.- 
Who hears our Advocate, and'thro’ his Wounds. 
Beholding Man, allows that tender Narhe, .- i 
>Tis this makes Chri/fian Iriumph,.a Ginonail: 
Tis this makes Joy a Déty to the ‘Wife; 
. Tis impious, in a good Man, to be fad. 

SzxEst thou, Lorenzo ! whiere hangs all our Hope? 
Touch’d by the Crofs we live ; or, more than die ; 
That Touch whichtouch’dnot Angels ; moredivine 
Than that, which touch’d Confufion into Form, 
And Darknefs into Glory; Partial Fouch ! 

E. Ineffably 
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ay Ineffably : pre-eminent Regard) | L353 


Sacred to Man, and Sovereign thro’ the whole 

Long golden Chain of Miracles, which hangs 

From Heaven thro’ all Duration, and a 

In one illuftrious, and amazing Plan, 

Thy Welfare, Nature | and thy God's Renown ;_ 

That Touch, with charm celeftial, heals the Soul 

Difeas’d, drives Pain from Guilt, Lights Lifein Death, 

Turns Earth to Heaven, to heavenly Thrones transforms 

The ghaftly Ruins of the mould’ring Tomb. 
Do’st ask me when? when He who dy’d returns; 

Returns, how chang‘d? where then the manof Woe? 

In Glory’s terrors all the Godhead burns ; 

And all his Courts exhaufted by the Tide 

OF Deities triumphant in his Train, | 

Leave a ftupendous Solitude in Heaven ; 

Replenifht foon ; replenifht with encreafe 

Of Pomp, and Multitude s a radiant Band 

Of Angels new ;. af Angels from the Tomb, ©” 
Is this by. Fancy thrown remote? and rife 

Dark Doubts between the Promife, and Event ? 

I fend thee not to Volumes for thy Cure, 

Read Nature ; Nature is a Friend to Truth ; 

Nature is Chriftian, vane to Mankind; 


And 
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64 \And bids dead matter aid usin our Creed. 66 7 
Hatt thou ne’er feen. the Comet’s flaming Flight ?. 
Th’ illuftrious Stranger paffing, Terror fheds 
On gazing Nations, from his fiery ‘Frain — 
Of length enormous ; takes his ample Round. 
Thro’ Depths of Ether ; coafts unnurnber’d Worlds, 
Of more than -folar Glory ; doubles wide . 
Heaven’s mighty Cape, and then revifits Earth, 
From the long Travel:of a thoufand Years. 
Thus, at the deftin’d Period, fhall return 
He, once on Earth, who bids the Comet blaze , 
And with Him all our Triumph o’er the Tomb, — 
| NATURE is dumb on this important Point ; 
Or Hope precarious in low Whifper breathes : 
Faith {peaks aloud, diftin&; even -ddders hear, . 
But turn, and dart into the Dark again. . 
Faith builds a Bridge acrofs the Gulph of Death, 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot fhun, 
And lands Thought fmoothly on the farther Shore. 
Death’s Terror is the Mountain Farth removes; | 
That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. _ 
"Tis Faith difarms Deftruétion ; and abfolves | 
From every clamorous Charge, the guiltlefs Tomb. 
= ies > Wary 
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Wuy difbelieve? Lorenzo! -- ‘ Reafon bids, 649 


“¢ All-facred Reafon.”--- Hold her facred ftill ; 
Nor fhait Thou want a Rival in thy Flame : 
All-facred Reafon ! Souree; and Soul, of all 
Demanding Praife, on Earth, or Earth above! 
My Heart is Thine: Deep in its inmoft Folds, 
Live Thou with Life; live dearer of the Two, 
‘Wear I the bleffed Crof, by Fortune Stampt 
On paffive Nature, before Thought was born? 
My Birth’s blind Bigot! fir’d with hcal Zeal! 
No; Reajfon rebaptiz'd me when adult ; 
Weighed True and Falfe in her impartial Scale ;. 
My Heart became the Convert of my Head ; 


 Andmade that Choice; which once was but my Fate. 


“On Argument ‘alone my Faith is built :” 

Reafon purfu'd is Faith; and unpurfu’d 

Where Proof invites, ‘tis Reafon, then, no more: 

And fuch our Proof, that, er our Faith is right, 

Or Reajon lies, and Heaven defign'd it wrong : 

Abfolve we This? What, then, is Blafphemy? 
-Fonp as we are, and juftly fond of Faith, 

Reafon, we grant, demands our Firft- Regard, 

The Mother honour’g, as the Daughter dear ; 

Reafon the Root, fair Farth is but the Flow’r; 

| _ The 
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1 +4 The fading Flower fhall die; But Reafon lives oh 
| Immortal, as her Father in the Skies. . 

When Faith is Virtue, Reafon makes it fo. 

Wrong not the Chriftian, think not Reafon yours 5 

"Tis Reajfon our great Maffer holds fo dear ; 

Tis Reajon’s injur’d Rights His Wrath are 5 

Tis Reafon’s Voice obey’d His Glories crown ; 

To give loft Reafon Life, He pour’d hisown: | - 

Believe, and fhow the Reafon of aMan; . ~~ 

Believe, and tafte the Pleafure of. a‘God ; 

Believe, and look with Triumph on the Tomb: 

Thro’ Reafon’s Wounds alone, thy Fatth can die ; - 

Which dying, tenfold Terror gives to Death, 

And dips in Venom his twice-mortal Sting. . 

LrEaRn hence what Honours, what loud. Peans 
To thofe, who puth our Antidote afide; [due 
Thofe boafted Friends to Reafon, and to Man, 
Whofe fatal Love ftabs every Joy, and leaves 
Death’s. Terror heighten’d gnawing on his Heart. 
Thefe pompous Sons of Reafon Idoliz’d, 

And Vilify’d at once; of Reafon dead, 

Then Deify’d,. as Monarchs were of old, 

What Conduét plants proud Laurels on their Brow? 

While Love of Truth thro’ all their Camp refounds, 
7 _ They 
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\°: They draw Prige’s Curtain o’er the Noon-tidt Ray, 73 ‘ 
Spike up their Inch of Reafon, on the Poisit 
Of Philofophic Wit, cal’d Argument, 
And then exulting in their Taper, cry, 
“© Behold thé Sun:” And Bidian-like, adore.. 

Tax they of Morals? © thow bleeding Love! 
Thou Maker of stew Marals to Marikind! 
The grand Morality is Loye of Thee. ©. 

As wife as Sécrates, if fuch they were, 

(Nor will they bate of that fublime Renown) 
As wife as Socrates, might juftly ftarid 

‘The Definition ofamodern Fool: _ , 

CHRISTIAN is the higheft Stile of Man. 
And is there, who the blefied Crofs wipes off 
Asa foul Blot, from his difhonour’d Btow? 
If Angels tremble, ’tis at. fuch a Sight : 

The Wretch they quit, defponding of ther Charge, 
More ftruck with Grief or Wonder, who ¢an tell? 
Ye fold to Senfe! ye Citizens of Earth! © 
_ (For fuch alone the Chriftian Banner fly) » 

Know ye how wife your Choice, how tg your 
Behold the Picture of Earth’s happieft Man : [Gani 
« He calls his With, it comes; he fends it back,’ 
And fays, He call’d another; That arrives, 
& Meets 


’ " . ; . 3 
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_ & Meets the fame Welcome; yet he fill calls ong 762 
<< ‘Till One calls Him, who varies not his Call, | 


© But holdshim 'faft, in Chains of DarknieG bound, 


<< 'Till Nature dies, and Judginent fets Him free; 
s A Freedom, far lefs welcame than his Chain.” 

Bur grant Man Happy ; grant lim Happy long; 
Add to Life’s higheft Prize lier lateft Hour; | ~ 
- That Hour fo late, is nimble in Approach, 
That, like a Poft, comes on in: full Career; | 
How {wift the Shuittle flies, thiat. weaves thy Shrowd? 
Where is the Fable af thy former Yeirs? © 
Thrown down the Guilph of Time ; ab far from'Thee 
As they had ne'er héen Thine; the Day in Hand, 
Like a Bird firuggling to get loofs,’ is going; 
Scarce now: poffefa’d, {6 fuddenly ’tis' gone; 
And each fwift Moment fled, ' is. Death advanc’d © 
By Strides as fwift: Eternity is All; = 
And whof Eternity ? Who eciaraphs there? 
Bathing for ever. in the Font of Blifs! . 
_ For ever bafking in the Deity! 
Lorenzo! who?---Thy Conicience fhall reply. 

O civE it Leave to {peak ; twill {peak ere long, 


Thy Leave unafkt: Lorenzo! hear it now, — 
While ufeful its Advice, its Accent mild. 
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C} By the great Edidt, -by divirie Decreé; QB 


Truth is depofited with Man's laf Haury 9. > 
An honeft Hour, and faithful to her. Truft;* . ~ 
Truth, eldeft Daughter of the Deity ; ‘& 
Truth, of his Council, when he made the Worlds 
Nor lefs, when he {hall judge the Worlds he made ; 
Tho’ filent long, and fleeping ne’er fo found, .- 
Smother’d with Errors, and oppreft with Toys,’ : 
That Heaven-commiffion’d Hour no fooner calls,” 
But from her Cavern in the Soul’s Abyfs, .... . 
Like Him they fable under Hivza whelm’d, 

The Goddefs burfts in Thunder, and in Flames en 
Loudly convinces, and feverely pains. - es 
Dark Demons | difcharge, and 'Hydra-ftings, -"" 
The keen ‘Vibrations of bright Truth---is Hell: : 
- Jult Definition! tho’ by Schools untaught. . 

Ye Deaf to Truth! ‘perufe this:parfon’d Page, 
And truft, for once, a Prophet, and a Prieft,’ .. 


«Men may live Fools, but Fools they cannot die.”” 


2 ; ~~ . _ 


